between us. John was actually more consistent than I was
in observances but fundamentally I do not think I was less
fervent. One of the attractions of 'The Wayside' had been
its close proximity to the Poor Clare Convent and Church,
where two Abbesses in succession were John's devoted
friends, to whom, through the intervening grille, we would
pay frequent visits. Mother Marie de FAnge Gardien went
on to prepare a place for John, just over a year ahead of her.
Mother Mary Clara is still my treasured friend; we corre-
spond regularly and if I should eventually live in Italy she
is one of the few people who will always, at intervals, bring
me back to England.
But that disastrous experience in Bath, bad as it was, was
only, had we known it, the beginning of our troubles. It
was in December, after our return to Lynton, that I, who
was still giving daily treatment to John's eyelids, had at last
to admit to myself that all was not well, that something, in
feet, was very wrong indeed, and had to tell her that what
she had endured had to all intents and purposes been in vain.
Th$ operation on the right eyelid had definitely broken
down, and after another highly unsatisfactory visit to Bath,
we at least had the sense not to consent to further experi-
ments and decided that, blitz or no blitz, our only course
was to go to London and obtain the best opinions available.
It was within a week of our arrival at the Rembrandt
Hotel and in mid-December of 1940 that John developed
what at first seemed a mild attack of influenza and it was in
the course of that arctic winter, when London's streets were
sheeted with ice and snow, that all the gloomy predictions
of the Italian doctors were fulfilled. Bronchitis developed
and was followed by pleurisy and these were presently
joined by double pneumonia, and for seventeen weeks I
fought for her life, with her own gallant assistance as SOCHI
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